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	1. This Is Berk

**The Night That Changed Me**

**Chapter One: This Is Berk**

**By I am Number 5**

* * *

><p><strong>I don't own anything. How to Train Your Dragon and all the characters belong to Dreamworks Animation and Cressida Cowel.<strong>

* * *

><p>What words could be used to describe my life?<p>

Well, there are many.

You could use any word that applies to a crappy life. Because my life is, in fact, crappy. And I'll let you know why.

Ever since I could crawl, I was...different. I never used to understand why I was different, until it dawned on me as I grew older. I was physically weak. My arms were thin and boney, and I could barely lift a bucket full of water! In fact, I was thin and boney all over! My arms and legs were like toothpicks, my chest had just started showing, and my waist was just a straight line. Even my face thin! Most confuse me for a boy, and it just goes to show you how dim Vikings can be, because I'm pretty sure boys don't braid their hair - unless they're just that weird.

The only thing that was truly pretty about me was probably my hair and maybe my eyes. My hair was blonde - almost white - and was really long. It went down to my knees, but since it was always braided with monkey's fists knots at the ends, they went to my upper-thighs. My eyes were gray, a rare eye color on the island of Berk (my home). No one really notices the color of my eyes, but when I look at my hideous reflection, I always feel a bit more beautiful inside when I stare into my own eyes. That is, until I get shot down by a bunch of guys on my appearance.

I'm not just different; I'm known as the village screw-up. Whatever I touch falls to pieces, chaos happens wherever I go, trouble follow me like a shadow or a lost puppy. Or both. People look down on me because of my constant mistakes, the people around my age always make fun of me. Including my own twin. But I'll get to him later.

My mother died when I was little, and I was left with a disappointed father and an asshole of a twin brother. Lucky me. They never cared about me, and sometimes I have to fend for myself, which was a difficult task in its own right.

For years I walked through life thinking I was the only one suffering.

But it wasn't until that fateful night, where my life went into a strange direction.

My life changed entirely that night.

And it all started with a dragon raid.

* * *

><p>An explosion woke me from a dreamless sleep. I nearly fell out of bed in surprise to be honest - it doesn't take much to scare me out of my mind.<p>

I threw the covers off my body and hopped out of bed to open my bedroom window. Villagers were already running about, weapons clutched tightly in their fists.

Dragon raid.

I knew the drill: change, shove some food down your throat, run for your life to your assigned job.

After five years of this, I was able to change in the dark really fast (assuming I don't trip over everything I left on the floor). I hopped into the hallway while pulling my boot on. A calloused hand shoved me forward and I promptly fell on my face.

"Go drown yourself Tuffnut."

My brother cackled as he ran down the stairs, snatched a piece of bread off the table and headed out the door to his assigned job: Fire Patrol.

I scowled and brushed my hair out of my face. After pulling my boot on completely, I ran down the stairs, grabbed a piece of bread and flew out the door.

As I ran through the village, dodging Vikings left and right, people were yelling at me to get back inside. I ignored them and ran even faster to the forge.

It remains a mystery as to why it had to be me, of all people, to be assigned as the blacksmith apprentice. Even though I excel at forging, it seemed kind of stupid that they let the screw-up work in a room full of sharp objects and fire.

Not the smartest move on their part. Idiots.

I burst into the shop. Gobber, who was hammering away at a piece of metal, turned and grinned. "Well, look who decided to join the party; I thought you would have been carried off."

I scoffed as I tied my apron strings. "Who me? Please, those dragons wouldn't know what to do with all of this!" I said, gesturing to myself.

"Well, they need toothpicks, don't they?"

I clapped sarcastically. "Oh, good one; been working on that one all day, haven't you?"

Gobber chuckled. "Yeh have ta admit; it was pretty good."

I shrugged and brushed my bangs out of my face before heading towards the shop window. A group of Vikings had placed a small pile of weapons on the sill, and I picked them all up with difficulty before getting to work on them. The men looked at me impatiently, and began urging me to hurry up.

"Okay, I'm hurrying up!" I exclaimed, giving them an irritated look. "Keep your shirts on!"

As I worked, an explosion sounded from a distance, indicating that something had been blown up. Gobber frowned and peaked out the window.

"There goes another torch."

I snorted; like one missing torch would make a difference.

A fire was blazing near the forge and five teens rushed by with a large barrel of water. Fire patrol. I peeked out the window - after handing the fixed weapons to the men - to watch as they filled up buckets and scattered in different directions to put out the fires. I guess this is the part of the story where I point out the important people.

There's Fishlegs. He's, like, a borderline nerd. He pretty much memorized the entire Dragon Manual overnight. He's strong (when he needs to be), nice, and really bulky (I just don't have the heart to call him fat), and recites dragon stats everywhere he goes. And yet, despite all that, he's infinitely more popular than me. Nothing makes sense in this world. But he's got a good heart, and him and I are...aquaintances I guess.

That's Snotlout...there are many words that could describe him. And not very many of them are particularly nice. He's all brawn and no brains, has an ego the size of a Thunderdrum's mouth (and trust me; Thunderdrums have _huge_ mouths), the biggest asshole you will ever meet, and my brother's best friend. He's also a hopeless flirt; he's almost always seen hitting on the village girls. But from what I heard, he's got a heart. Somewhere. Somewhere deep down.

Speaking of which, that's Tuffnut. My twin brother. To be brutally honest, he's almost exactly like Snotlout. Strong but dumb, egotistical, an asshole, but not to the the extent of Snotlout. Just barely. He teases me in public whenever I cross his path; laughs in my face, kicks me when I'm down (literally and figuratively), and occasionally says that he was the favorite child. And you know what? He's totally right. My dad hates me, and everyone on Berk knows it. But at home, he doesn't do those things; most of the time we'll get into arguments about the dumbest things and end up wrestling all over the floor of our house - and I never win, mind you. But otherwise, he's okay;

There's Astrid; my sole friend on this forsaken island. She's the only person I can ever go to when I feel really shitty, when Snotlout or Tuffnut said something that really hurt me, or if I just wanna talk to someone. She knows about my situation, and she tries her best to help me, and while I'm more than appreciative of her attempts, I don't think anything will change it. Astrid always tries to get me to hang out with the group, but I always decline, because if I agreed, all that would happen is Snotlout and Tuffnut will throw anything that would annoy me my way, and I would just end up leaving.

But there's only one person who truly catches my eye.

_Hiccup._

The name was really unintimidating to most, but Hiccup was the strongest out of all of them (despite being the smallest as well). He was also the cutest, most talented, and the smartest out of them all. He is the son of the Stoick the Vast, the chief of the village, and almost all the young girls on Berk were pinning for him, and trust me, I'm no exception. Almost anything he does makes me swoon - as girly as that sounds - and could you really blame me? He's _hot_. I'm just gonna be blunt. We don't really talk much, but he's pretty nice to me whenever we talk.

As the five pass the window, they had an interesting way of greeting me.

Fishlegs smiled and waved at me. I waved back half-heartedly.

Snotlout and Tuffnut smirked and yelled, "Hey Useless!". I flipped them off.

Hiccup glanced at me and gave me a tiny smile, but kept going, without looking back.

Astrid stopped and hopped onto the window sill. "Hey Ruff!" she grinned.

I grinned back and sat next to her. "How's fire patrol?" I asked, brushing off my apron.

"Pretty good," Astrid shrugged. "It'd be way better if you were there."

I shook my head in denial. "I'm not going out there Ast. I'll just be embarassed by the guys. And even if I wanted to, Gobber would never let me."

"Right as Hel, I wouldn't!" Gobber yelled from the back of the forge.

"Astrid!" Hiccup called. "We need some help!"

"Why are you wasting time talking to _Useless_?" Snotlout asked in disbelief.

"You should get back out there," I pointed out, sliding off the sill.

"Yeah," she agreed, sliding off as well. "See you later?"

I nodded. "Try not to get mauled!"

"I could say the same to you!" Astrid joked, before running off. "Bye Ruff!"

I sighed and waved half-heartedly. I leaned out the window...just a little -

But was grabbed by the back of my shirt and dragged back in to the shop.

"Oh, let me out please! I need to make my mark!" I complained.

"You've made plenty of marks." Gobber said, setting me down. "All in the wrong places."

I scowled. "Please, just a few minutes! I'll kill a dragon, my life will get infinitely better. I might even get a date!"

Gobber sighed. "You can't lift a hammer, you can't swing an ax, you can't even throw one of these!" He said, lifting a bola.

Just then, a Viking rushed over and snatched it from Gobber's hands, before throwing it and hitting a Gronkle.

"Okay, but this will throw it for me!" I said, walking over to a wooden contraption of my own creation. When my hand brushed against it, a tiny boulder was launched and hit a Viking in the face, who promptly fell unconcious.

Gobber sighed in annoyance "See, now this right here is what I'm talkin' about!"

I fumbled with my words. "I can fix it-!"

"No, no Ruffnut! If you want to get out there to fight dragons you need to stop all...this."

I scoffed. "But you just pointed to all of me!"

Gobber nodded. "Yes! That's it! Stop being all of you!"

"Ohh..." I said in a I-see-what-you're-saying tone.

"Oh yeah."

"You sir, are playing a dangerous game! Keeping this much raw, Viking-ness contained! There will be consequences!" I shouted.

"I'll take my chances. Sword. Sharpen. Now."

I sighed before complying.

One day I'll get out there. Because killing a dragon is everything around here!

Killing a Deadly Nadder would at least get me noticed. Gronkle's are tough. Killing one of those would definitely get me a boyfriend. A Hideous Zippleback - exotic, two-heads, twice the status. Then there's the Monstrous Nightmare. Only the best Vikings go after those. They have this nasty habit of setting themselves on fire.

But the ultimate prize, is the dragon nobody has ever seen. We call it the-

A blast of blue fire turned a catapult towers into a pile of ash and splinters.

"NIGHT FURY!"

"GET DOWN!"

I cursed and dove under the counter.

This thing never steals food, never shows itself, and never misses. No one has ever killed a Night Fury; and that's why I'm going to be the first.

"Man the forge Ruffnut. They need me out there." Gobber turned to me with a serious expression, like he was gonna school me."Stay. Put. Here."

I raised an eyebrow at him.

"You know what I mean." And with a loud battle cry, he ran (hobbled?) out the forge.

Checking to make sure he was gone, I threw off my apron and grabbed my invention before running out the back door.

I stood there in the darkness, waiting. "Give me something to shoot at. Give me something to shoot at " I whispered to myself. "Please, please, please, give me something to shoot at."

Suddenly something black whizzed nearby. I yelped and accidentally activated the machine, the force pushing me back.

There was a roar. I watched as the black shape fell out of the sky and into the forest.

I jumped up. "Yes I hit it! Did anybody see that?"

My invention was suddenly stomped on and a large red dragon loomed over my head. My shoulders slumped as I stared at it. "Except for you." The Nightmare roared in my face and I took off.

I screamed running through the village, the Nightmare right behind me. I ducked behind a pole and yelped as the flames flew around the pole. The Nightmare loomed around the side of the pole and prepared to bite me, but was suddenly punched to the side by the none other than Stoick the Vast.

The blood red dragon growled in rage; the Nightmare opened it's mighty jaws and attempted to breathe fire on him, but only managed to burp out a tiny flame.

Stoick grinned. "You're all out." The Nightmare gave a blood-curdling shriek before flying off.

Hoping no one would see me, I slowly tip toed away from the crowd, but someone grabbed me by the wrist. I slowly turned to see who was gripping my wrist:

Hiccup.

"Hey Hiccup...how's it going?"

Stoick stood behind Hiccup and put his hand on his shoulder. "I'll handle this son."

Hiccup shook his head. "That's okay dad, I think I should tell her." I closed my eyes in preparation for the scolding I was about to recieve. "Ruffnut...I'm not trying to seem harsh at all. You're not a bad person, I know you're intentions are good, and there are no hard feelings, but...I really think you should just stay inside. I don't want anyone - including you - to get hurt."

I crossed my arms and huffed. "It's not like I'm _trying_ to mess up all the time!"

"I know you don't! You're just trying to prove your worth, and I'm not telling you it's a bad thing, I just-"

"You just think I'm gonna destroy everything if I keep trying." I said bluntly.

"I never said that!" Hiccup raised his hands in defense.

"You didn't have to!" I snapped.

"Ruffnut!" Hiccup exclaimed. "Please, just calm down."

I grunted and turned my back to him. I heard Hiccup sigh and he put a hand on my shoulder. "I just don't think you're cut-out for dragon killing. But that's okay; I think Berk has enough warriors, and we're not just gonna fall to pieces if we have one less. But you're really good in the forge! Maybe you can be the next blacksmith!"

I felt a bit light-headed when he said that - he _complimented_ me! "Really?"

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah!"

"And um..."

"What is it?"

I mumbled something so softly, only I could decipher it.

"What?" he asked, leaning forward.

I blushed. "I caught a Night Fury."

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Didn't you say that last time? Only, it was Hoark?"

I blushed. "No, really, I did hit one this time! If you guys would just listen to me, I could-"

Hiccup sighed. "Just stop. Go home Ruffnut - get some rest." He gently turned me towards Gobber. "Make sure she gets there."

Gobber hit me upside the head. I scowled at him.

Tuffnut laughed at me. "Quite the performance!"

"I've never seen anyone mess up that badly - that helped!" Snotlout added.

I tried my best to ignore them. "Thank you. I was trying _so_ hard. Go fuck yourselves!"

At least I still had my sarcasm.

Gobber clamped his hand over Tuffnut's face and shoved him to the ground in annoyance. Astrid had had enough as well, since she stood up and punched Snotlout in the face.

"Leave her alone!" she shouted, gripping her axe tightly. I smiled lightly to myself; it felt good to have people defend you for once.

Astrid turned to Gobber and I. "You can go home Gobber; I'll take her home."

Gobber simply nodded and stumped off toward his house.

When we were out of an earshot, I spoke up. "Thanks for helping me back there."

Astrid smiled kindly. "No problem. You don't deserve to be treated that way. I don't blame you for trying so hard to impress everyone."

"They never listen to me! How can they expect to know who I am, when they don't even bother trying to find out? They all think they know Ruffnut Thorston, the village screw-up, but they don't! I just-" I plopped down on my porch. "Why do they hate me so much Astrid? What did I ever do to them that was so awful, that they had to treat me like the gunk under their boots? Like I don't even have feelings? Why do people always forget that what they say hurts?"

Astrid sat down next to her and put an arm around my shoulders. "They just don't know where their heads are."

"I know, you've told me a million times!" I exclaimed. "And my dad isn't making life any better either. He doesn't even talk to me anymore! We barely even make eye contact! And when we do it's always with this...disapointed scowl, like he's been cheated or someone skimped on the meat in his sandwhich."

I began imitating my father's accent. "Excuse me, barmaid! I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring! I ordered an extra-large boy with beefy arms, extra guts and glory on the side! This here, this is a talking fishbone of a _girl_!"

"Look, you're thinking about this all wrong. It's not so much what you look like, it's what's inside that he can't stand!" Astrid said, trying to soothe me.

I gave her a look of disbelief. "Thank you. I feel so much better."

"Well, I feel sorry for them. You know why?"

I shook my head.

She put her arms around me and gave me a squeeze. "Because they don't have the pleasure of knowing the Ruffnut _I_ know. Not the one who breaks whatever she touches and causes disaster wherever she goes. That's the one they think they know. I'm talking about the kind, witty, sarcastic, misunderstood, _beautiful_ Ruffnut. The one that _I _know."

I smiled and hugged her back. "Thank you. You're the only person who truly cares."

Astrid pulled back and patted my shoulder. "They'll understand someday. Maybe not today or tomorrow, but someday. I promise."

I sighed before pushing my door open. "Well, one can only hope. See you later Ast." With that, I closed the door behind me.

Only to jump out the back door, unnoticed.

Time to find that Night Fury.

* * *

><p><strong>WHAT? STEF <em>WROTE<em> SOMETHING? NO WAY! GET OUT OF HERE!**

**I am sososososo sorry for my lack of updates. Writer's block has taken the pleasure of fucking me up the ass lately, but I've finally got an idea for chapter three of Rules! So hopefully I will be able to post that soon.**

**I've been writing this for a while now, and I finally finished the firsts chapter. So, I hope you like it!**

**-I am Number 5**


	2. The Discovery

** The Night That Changed Me - Chapter 2**

**Summary: **Ruffnut finds the dragon that she had downed, and makes a decision that will change her life, and starts Dragon Training (much to her chagrin), which ends on a strange note.

**Warnings:** Cursing and bullying

**Spoilers: **none

**Characters:** Ruffnut, Toothless, Tuffnut Sr., Tuffnut Jr., Hiccup, Astrid, Snotlout, Gobber, Fishlegs

**Word Count:** ~2,487

**Notes: **Please don't kill me, I'm nice.

I was literally without internet since late December and I just managed to plug in my new WIFI a week and a half ago, then I went on a cruise with my family, and now I was hit with inspiration, causing me to write this entire thing in one night. So I hope it is mediocre at best.

* * *

><p><strong>I don't own anything. How to Train Your Dragon and all the characters belong to Dreamworks Animation and Cressida Cowell<strong>**.**

* * *

><p>I grumbled and kicked at the dirt; of <em>course<em> I would lose a dragon in the woods. Typical day for me, to be honest. I stared at the crudely drawn map in my hands and crumpled it, throwing into the mist carelessly.

"You had one job Ruffnut!" I exclaimed to myself. "Catch the dragon, find it, and kill it! Losing it was not on the agenda!" I slapped at a stray branch that ended up swinging back and knocking my helmet off. I wished I knew how I managed to do something like this. For once, I just want to do something right.

I turned my attention back onto the road and my eyes widened. Before my very eyes, was destruction. Trees that had been tipped over, a large ditch dug into the dirt, as if something had fallen and skidded, that led over the hill before me. Curiosity getting the better of me, and tumbled through the mess and got on my knees and crawled up to take a peek over the hill. My eyes immediately caught sight of the big black figure lying on the grass. I gasped and crouched out of sight.

The Night Fury.

I knew it! I knew I caught one! Just wait until I tell my dad and the chief!

Pulling my dagger from under my vest, I crept over the hill and tumbled down and fell face first into a rock. "Damnit Ruffnut now is not the time for screw ups," I whispered to myself. I inhaled deeply and peered over at the dragon. It wasn't moving, but it was definitely alive. I tiptoed towards the beast, finally getting a good look at it.

It wasn't as big as I had always imagined it, but it was still terrifying and dangerous. I paused, and began to laugh breathlessly.

"Oh gods!" I laughed. "I did it! I really did it! Holy Hel, I brought down a fucking Night Fury!" I placed my boot on the dragon's leg and yelped when it jostled its limb. I tumbled backwards and landed on my rear, my back against the rock.

I stood on shaky knees, letting my eyes wander to the dragon's face. Its eyes were a piercing acid green that stared me in the face. I pointed my knife at it. "I'm going to kill you...I'm going to slice you up and take your organs to my tribe. I. Am. A. Viking." I exclaimed, gripping the knife tighter.

I raised the knife above my head, but I made the mistake of opening my eyes. It stared at me with an emotion that I almost couldn't describe. But it was an emotion that I knew so well...fear. I was afraid of me. I watched as it let its head fall to the ground in defeat. I clenched my eyes shut and let my arms fall limp at my sides.

"I can't believe I did this." I muttered. "I'm a horrible person."

I couldn't stand to watch this thing suffer. So I got down onto my knees and started to cut at the rope that bound it. I could see its muscles tense as I sliced the ropes away. Just as the last one fell loose, it pounced on me.

I panted and tried to back away as far as I could, but it just kept coming closer. I stared in fear, letting my head fall back against the rock and turned away from it. I squeezed my eyes shut as I prepared for my inevitable death-

_**RRRRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAA AAARRRRRRRRRRRR**_

I clenched my teeth and reached up to cover my ears as it screeched in my face, before the dragon backed away and soared into the trees, out of sight.

I panted and stared at the spot where the beast had originally stood. What just happened? It had the perfect opportunity to kill me, but...it didn't.

I lifted myself onto my knees and began to crawl away, but fell flat on my face from the dizziness.

I groaned. "Maybe I'll just take a nap."

* * *

><p>It was nearly dark when I woke up. I retrieved my dagger and my helmet and trudged back to my house in complete silence. The village was relatively quiet, and thankfully no one called me on my showing my face in public after embarrassing myself, or told me to go away and "stay away from their children" so I wouldn't curse them or anything.<p>

I entered my tiny home that I unfortunately shared with the two people that hate me the most, to see both of them sitting at the fire, Father poking at the embers and Tuffnut roasting a chicken. I made to climb up the ladder that led to my room, when Father raised his head.

"Ruffnut."

"Oh," My grip slackened on the rail a little. "Hello father. Look, I need to tell you something."

"I need to tell you something too."

"Oh-uh, you can go first."

"Well, I've decided to place you in Dragon Training."

"WHAT?!" Tuffnut and I both shouted. My fingers loosened and I lost my footing, causing me to fall from the ladder. I lay on the floor in complete shock. "I don't understand, I thought you didn't want me near the arena!"

"Well, Stoick thought that we should give you a shot," Father stated, throwing his basket over his shoulder. "I'm going with the rest of the warriors. One more search before the ice sets in. Both of you be good, don't fight too much, don't break anything. Train hard," He said to Tuffnut, patting his shoulder. He turned to me. "Try not to die. I'm off."

I covered my face with my hands, before getting up and beginning to climb up the ladder. "Night." I called to my twin, not really caring if he would reply or not. I received a grunt in reply.

I pulled on my nightgown in began the long process of unbraiding my hair. Sometimes, when I do this, I think of the time before mom died, when she used to braid flowers into my hair and Tuffnut would watch her intently, his eyes following the deft movements of her skilled fingers. Father would watch us fondly, with love in his eyes. I haven't seen that look on his face since the day before she died. I miss that part of him so much; the part that loved all of us unconditionally, even when I was clumsy and unable to do things that the other kids could. He used to tell me that I was just special.

I remember when Tuffnut loved me too. I remember when we never left each other's sides, and he would always include me when the others wouldn't. We were attached at the hip, loved unconditionally by both of our parents, and we couldn't be happier.

But when mom died...everything changed. We were all stuck in a funk for a while. Tuffnut and I still wouldn't leave each other's sides, and dad would still look at us with love, but I could tell that he was beginning to change. When he realized that I was weak and incapable, and Tuffnut was a strong fighter, and began to praise his accomplishments and never gave me a second look, I knew that I had lost my father and his love. And it stung.

But it could never sting more than the day I lost my only family left. I was twelve, all gangly limbs and awkward knees, the day I was called ugly. Everyone was laughing and jeering, and someone even threw a pebble or two at me. Tuffnut stood at Snotlout's side, jeering along with him. Just the day before, we had been covering Hoark's clothes in fish grease, and now...he was laughing at me. He agreed with them.

That night, I cried myself to sleep. I haven't cried since.

It's been so long since then, but it still stings every time I see him. But I have a lot of pent up anger inside of me from all those years of torment and lack of love, and it feels like I'm going to burst at any moment.

I lay my head on my pillow, pulling the blanket over my head with a sigh.

Dragon Training. I'm definitely going to die tomorrow.

Damnit, I should have gone first.

* * *

><p>"Welcome to Dragon Training!" Gobber exclaimed, throwing the gate of the arena open.<p>

Everyone filed in, looking up above to where they typically stand and watch in awe. We aren't allowed in the arena until we are enrolled in Dragon Training, and it was always a sight you should cherish.

"I'm hoping to get some serious burns!" Tuffnut smirked. I cringed, not understanding how you could want to get severely injured. It never made sense to me.

"Or maybe loose a finger or toe!" Snotlout agreed.

"Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it." Astrid added.

I pinched the bridge of my nose; not her too! I thought she was the only other sane person on this island. Hiccup seemed to be the only one who didn't like that idea.

"Yeah, no kidding right? Pain, love it." He said sarcastically.

"Mhmm, nothing like a good mauling to cripple you for life," I snarked, dragging my spear behind me.

"Who let _her_ in?!" Snotlout asked, pointing his mace at me. Astrid looked at me in shock, her face questioning. I shrugged and gave her an _I have no fucking idea why I'm even here_ look.

"Let's get started!" Gobber brushed off the remark. "The recruit who does best will win the honor of killing their first dragon in front of the entire village!"

"Ruffnut already killed a Night Fury sooo does that disqualify her?" Snotlout joked. Tuffnut snorted cruelly before turning away with the rest.

"Don't worry," Gobber put his arm around me. "You're small, you're weak, and that'll make you less of a target! They'll see you as sick or insane and go after the more viking-like teens instead." He chuckled, patting my shoulder.

"Fantastic," I muttered, standing next to Astrid.

"How did you even get enrolled?" Astrid whispered as Gobber began to rant. "I thought your dad didn't want you anywhere near the arena."

I shrugged, trying to block Fishlegs' stats from my ears. "Apparently the chief thought it would be a good idea to "give me a chance" in the arena, which I don't understand for one second."

We were both startled out of our conversation when Gobber shouted "CAN YOU STOP THAT?!" at Fishlegs, who cowered in fear. He then placed his hand on a lever and smirked. "And the Gronckle." That douche, I knew he was going to do this!

"Jaw strength eight." I heard Fishlegs whisper.

Snotlout looked scared, the poor little asshole. "Woah woah, wait. Aren't you going to teach us first?"

Oh, bless his poor soul.

I gripped my spear tighter, preparing to run like hell, and waiting for those fateful words.

"I believe in learning on the job."

The Gronckle was released from his cage, and I was the only one who was prepared. Everyone yelped and began to run like a flock of startled birds, bumping and stumbled over each other, those poor unfortunate souls whom I feel no pity for (except for Astrid and Hiccup and maybe Fishlegs, mostly Snotlout and Tuffnut). I stood off to the side and watched them, snorting to myself before I realized there was rogue Gronckle that was out to kill us.

"Quick, what's the first thing you're going to need?"

"A doctor?" Hiccup asked.

"Plus five speed?" Fishlegs added.

"A shield!" Astrid said firmly.

"Quick, shield, go!" Gobber commanded.

Everyone scrambled for the pile of shields. I went for a cool shield with flames and skulls on it, but unfortunately I wasn't the only one who wanted it.

"Get your hands off my shield!" Tuffnut demanded, tugging towards him.

"There's like a million shields!" I pointed out.

"Take that one, it has a flower on it. Girls like flowers."

I scowled and tugged the shield away, nailing him on the head with it. "Oops, now this one has blood on it."

He grabbed the shield again and began to tug on it. "You know what? No. We are not doing this right now." I released the shield and went for another one.

Tuffnut cheered. "Aw yeah!" But was cut off by a ball of fire blasting his shield out of his hand and tumbling to the floor in a daze. "Tuffnut, you're out!"

I smirked, and went for cover behind the weapons rack with my shield covering my body.

"Dragons have a limited number of shots, how many does a Gronckle have?" Gobber asked.

"Five?" Snotlout asked.

"No, six!" Fishlegs look pretty proud of himself.

"Correct, six! That's one for each of you!" Gobber groaned as Fishlegs' shield was shot. "Fishlegs, you're out. "Ruffnut, get in there!"

I crept out from my hiding spot, but Snotlout's shield hit the wall next to me, so I immediately crept back into my hiding place. "No way, old man! I didn't sign up for this!"

"GET OUT THERE!"

"FINE!"

I crept out from my hiding space and joined Astrid and Hiccup. "Hey Astrid, nice day isn't it, how's surviving?"

Astrid chuckled. "Been pretty good so far, but I can't say the same for Hiccup." I turned my head and saw Hiccup lose his shield from a blast.

"You're out Hiccup!"

"Just you and me, huh?"

"Guess so." Astrid and I both dove away as the Gronckle flew in our direction.

I turned to look at Gobber. "I hope you realize that I'm not going to last, right?" I shouted to him.

"Let's hope the Gods will be in your favor!" Gobber replied, picking at his hook arm.

"They never a-AAAAAAAHHHHHH!" I screamed as the Gronckle head butted me and I flew back into the wall. It crept upon me and I could see the fire it was building up in its mouth. I squeezed my eyes shut and turned away, anticipating the initial blast. I heard it, but I certainly didn't feel it. I opened my eyes to see Gobber with his hook in the dragon's mouth and the wall above me smoldering and hot.

"Go back to bed you overgrown sausage!" Gobber snarled as he tossed the Gronckle back into its cage. You'll get another change, don't you worry! But remember, a dragon will always..._always_ go for the kill."

He gripped my arm and pulled me to my feet. Astrid threw her arms around me and hugged me tightly. "Oh gods, are you okay? Did you get hurt?"

I shook my head. "No, I'm fine. Go on ahead, I'll catch up later."

She looked weary, but succumbed and trudged out of the arena with the guys.

I stared at the smoldering wall, pondering.

_A dragon will always…__**always**__ go for the kill._

Or did they?

* * *

><p><strong>Thank you for reading!<strong>


End file.
